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I can see the whole thing. I shall pretend that I
want to have a quiet chat with my victim and shall
suggest coming to this hotel for tea. As soon as we
arrive, I shall seek out the head waiter, that sinister
figure. "I want tea for two," I shall tell him, softly but
with the right emphasis. "Ah, tea for two/' he will say,
looking at me with those colourless eyes. "The Brown
Lounge ?" There will be a kind of cold flicker in those
eyes. "Yes/' I shall reply, very softly. "The Brown
Lounge. Tea for two. And a sharp knife." Then I
shall rejoin my man, and, talking very loudly and
cheerfully, with many a clap on the back, I shall
march him down the hall and into that shuttered
room. "Rather a dreary sort of hole this, isn't it?" he
will say, staring about him. "Not a bit of it," I shall
reply. "Just a quiet hotel for gentlefolk, that's all"
The head waiter himself, I trust, will bring the tea and
the knife, and as he goes will nod casually towards
a gigantic sideboard not far away, and I shall under-
stand. The rest will be easy. It is possible, indeed
highly probable, that the two old women will be sit-
ting there, but I do not imagine for a moment that
they will interfere or pay any attention to my business
with the knife and the sideboard. They will, I fancy,
just go on whispering together, like true gentlefolk
staying at a quiet hotel.